der morning lght
n’jfht::n ‘“r‘indnﬂ stnined in blus and gold
Thbe carven chorabs look galte glam,
And even the organ-pipes seemn dumb.

The preacher tells of pedos and biiss,
Of Easter joy. Al well no donbt
Eame othor sinner will not miss
The oomfort that be talks about,
¥or me my altar shrine fs bare
Since my inir suint’s smlle is not there,

What's this? A swoot face turned mv way;
A geutly weloonring Jook ; dear avea!
Ah, pow. Indead, my prayer 11 ssy,
And now the preacher’'s wonls seem wise,
To think my love 1 4id not know,
Her Easter bonnet changed her 5o,
=Gerge 5. Bridger in Judge,

0Ob. well worthy of sonnot
In the dadnty Mitle bonnst
That my wife will wear on Easter
When sbe goes to chureh with me;
Flowers, rilbon, Ince, and feather,
prittily togethir,

n it's time to wear the honnet,
tho mirror sbe will don it,
e her stuileof tricmph
ing turns to show
M rely Easter treasure;
How= herevon will dance with pieasure
At my gare of adinlration
And the praise 1 shall beatow,

Then I'll walk besldn that bounet,

tilnneing, oh, so proudly oo it,

] nisie on Easter iprmidng,
With the dearest ohs oo earth;

And I'll notice the attention

Which 1 afterwanl will montion),

That the other wowen pay It
For {8 baduty and its worth,

Oh, all worthy of a sonnet,
Is the dainty little bonunt
That till Faster must be hiding
All ita glory on a shelf:
Bt the awestest thing about 1t
Is—though other bustnnids doubt f1—
That my wife, Lo sive tny pocket,
Flanned and made it all hersell.

NoT MUCH OF A STORY.

BY VELMA CALDWELL MELVILLE.

“Why bave I never married?” Well,
I am sure I am willing to tell thee, but
itis not much of a story after all
Young folks nowadays would callita
tame matter-of-fact experience I sup-
posé, and so it was

To begin it right, I must go back to
the little farm in the ‘Quaker settle-
ment,' a5 it was called, in Western
Pennsylvanin. My father and mother
were Quakers of the strictest type, and
their large family of children were ex-
pected to walk in the same way. They
were especially striet with us older
ones, Nothan, Hepsie aud L Nathan
and father never got on well after the
former came of age; but one day when
father forbade him the house if e ever
knew of his attending Methodist meet-
ing agnin, Nathan opeuly rebelled and
packing up his elothes, left in earnest.

Mothercried u little but ssid nothing;
she thought father could not maken
mistake or ofr in judgment.

Hepsio and I eried o great deal st
night when in bed, but we dare not let
tather hear ns. We knew the renson
that Nathan liked attending the Method-
jst meetings for he had told us he
thought Dell Crane—the preacher's
daughter—the prettiest giri he had
ever seen. - Baut it will be awful wicked
for Nuthan to marry one of those dread-
ful Mothodists,” Hepsie wonld whis-
per undar the quilts; but T was not so
meak and ensily influenced as she, and
sc would answer, lhist there might be
good people even outside the Quaker
church. 1 think, in looking back, that
our family and chareh there were es-
pecially intolerant of others;
I know that they thought they were
right.

It was the Easter after Nathan left
in the fall, that my bit of »omance be
gan.

A womanin the neighborhood, who
was not a church member at all, was
very sick and of course people took
turns in pursing her, watching with her
and caring for the family. Sbhe was s
widow with two little ohildren.

Well it happened (if anything does
just happen in the world) that mother
bod promised to let me spend Easter
Sunday with her. I did not want to
go, but girls in these days never
thought of opposing any little plan like
that made by their mothers, so I went.

1 remember just what a crisp, clear
morning it was and bhow I wished as I
went along that 1 were a bird that I
might fiy out in the world. I never had
besn twenty-five miles from home all
the ninetesn vears of my life.

Reaching Mrs, Dune's I tidied her
and the children, gave them some mora
breakinst and theu cleaned up the room
a little. Qur folks did not believe in
doing much hounsework on first day,
and ezpecially on Easter.

It must have been sbout church time
when, looking out, I saw Dell Crane
<oming. As I noticed her bright, rosy
face surrounded by a fluffy border of
piok, I could not wonder st Nathan's
admiration, and when - 1e eame into the
room smiling and showing such pretty
white teeth, 1 fell in love with her my-
self, and I think I slmost coveted the
bright, dsinty thing she called =
“hood,” as I carefully laid it up on the
bureau out of the way of the children.

She had come to stay, too, and I
think I had never enjoyed a day so
much before in my life. She was a
~veritable sunbeam, and yet Isoon found

devout little Christian in

in any way equal to those grand Meth-
odist hymns, rung forth in that humble
home by those young disciples.

At parting they both
hand and w y invited me fto
visit them. There was noth-
ing for me to do bntreturn the courtesy,
though I inwardly trembled as they
promized to accept my invitation.

I said that my sister ard I did not
get out very much since Nathan had
gone away. I thought Dell's cheeks
grew & good deal rosier at the mention
of his name.

In less than a fortnight they came
over to spend an evening, which wasa
eommon custom in those days.,

Father was most ungracions and
mother dare not be otherwise.

Poor little Hepsie was so divided be-
tween her fear of displeasing father and

that she was as pale as n sheet and all
of a fremble, There was no other way
bnt for me to defy everything and
act the part of a cordisl hostess,
which I did to the best of my ability
and to Hepsie's great admiration. But
do the best I conld the evening

off nainfully. I did not dare to invite
them to come again, nor promiss to re-
turn this, with father grimly watching
me from under the broad brim of his
hat. (The men wore their hats in the
house as ell as out of doors in our
seltlement.)

Hepsie eried herselito sleep in my
arms that night. The next morning we
were requested to drop all associations
ontside of our own church. Had I been
a boy like Nathan, I am sure I would
have taken my chanees ont in the world
from that hour—bnt I was only a girl,
and girls were not near so independent
then as now,

i  We rarely met the Craves after that,
for our folks kept nusin sight most of
the time,

The Methodists were having s great
revival too and that made them more
unpopular than ever among the Qua-
kers.

Meanwhile Hepsie and I were being
energetically ecourted by two young
men in our own church.

Father favored these youth, and so of
conrse mother did; but we—well we
dare not snub them nor did we care to
encourage them, only Hopsie said she
supposed father wonld make us marry
them.

“Does thea believe in love, Ruth?”
she asked pathetically of me ouce,

“(Of conrse I do, child,” I replied, “and

but |

they'll never get ma to marry & man
that I donot love just because he is a
Quaker. Tl leave as Nathan did,
| first,

“Oh, Buthis! it sonnds dreadful for
thee to talk so; what wonld father and
mother say?”

1t was early in June that father was
taken sick with a low, slow fever, and
| there was no one to see to the farm but

Jimmie, then only fourteen, so there
was nuthing ¢onld be done but write to
| Pittsburgh aud see if Nathan would
come home.

He came, though by so doing he lost
a paying position,

I shall never forget the look of harror
on mothers face as she beheld him
dressed in worldly style.

‘When father assailed him about it he
| replied firmly:
| *I have given up a good thing to come
here and care for—for thee, (he was
gomng to say “youn,” but checked him-
self) “and now I will not be
told what I mMAy Wear or
how I must speak. Iwill try and do
88 near like I nsed to as I can, but not
one word of interfersnce will I stand.”

Father groaned and mother eried,
but Nathan went off whistling to see
ghout the farm bunsivess, and thas the
matter dropped.

I told him, at the first opportunity,
about the call of the Cranes, and he
Janghed and said he had Leard of it

“How 7" I asked in surprise,

Then he told me that he and Dell
had ocorresponded ever since he went
away. :
| The next Sundsy morning he dressed

himself with great care, and saddling a
horse rode off in the direction of the
Methodist meeting-house,

Mother looked grieved and drew
the blinds so0 father eould not see.

Nathan did not return till after the
night meeting.

Father finally got better of the fever,
but the first time he stepped ount of
doors he took ccld and it turned to
rhenmstism. Now he was helpless and
likely to be.

Toward fall Nathan and he had » talk.
He wanted Nathan to take the farm
and run it for so much; but Nsthan
thought he'd better take it on the

shares.

“One thing more, Tather,” he said; “if
I stay here I shall put up a little house
in the maple grove and bring a wile to
1 S

“A wife!” father gasped.

“Yes, I am going to marry Miss Crane,
and of conrse I can not bring her here.”

There was something of a scene, only
Nathan nipped it in

I think I never knew so happr

and winter, we were such a merry little

p Hgnlh.lthink thee
announced

her fear of his offenaing our guests, |

e bud by say-|

Hepsie drew her breath sharply asshe
aaked the

“Why thee sin't blind is
thee? Betler ask Arch what he thinks
Rathie.”

of Z
“Theeisa Nathan,”

ot torrient,
I paid, and huwrried off to hide my
blnahes,

It was on Easter day thst I first mst
Archie Crane, and on the next Easter
day he asked me to become his wife.

Oh, how glad I was for I loved him
with my whole heart, and I was going
to tell him yes when something seemed
te stop me.

“I will answer thee to-morrow,” 1
said, “thea knows my parents’ preju-
dice.”

He seemed a little surprised and tak-
ing my Iace between hishands he gazed
earnestly into my eyes.

“I guess it will be all right,” he said.
“They say if in looking into another’s
eyes yon see your image reflected, then
that person loves you, and I see mine
in those brown orbs of yours.”

Some one was coming, and jumping
up I ran out of the room.

“Where is Hepsie?” 1 asked of Dell.

“Bhe put a shawl around her and said
she was going to walk in the grove, the
sun shines so brightiy.”

I followed, but paused in dismay
when a few rods from the honse, ot the
sonnd of muffled sobs. Turning in the
direction from which they came I spied
poor little Hepsie sitting, with her back
toward me, on & fallen tree, moaning
and crying. 1 was just going to speak
when sle cried out, covering her face,
“Oh, Archie, Archie!"

Waiting for no more I sped back to
the house, and without pausing, on
home,

I understood it all now—Hepsie's
languor nnd absent-mindedness of late,
her restless nights, morning headaches,
petulance with me at times, and so on.

“It will kill me to give him up,” I
thought, “and mavbe he will not take
her after all, but I eannot accept a life's
happiness at such a cost to her."

Al well, no nuse to loger over all
this. 1 told him “no” on the morrow,
almost freezing him with my eoldness,
nor giving any other reason than thatT
wonld not have him; then I kept away
from the cotlage.

Dell had n fit of sickness soon after
this and I made Hepsie stay there.

It all came ont right at Iast, and one
day early in snmmer the child came to
me, her pale flofver-like face flushed,
her soft, blne eyves shining and her
whole frame in a tremor,

“0Oh, Ruthie,” she whispered eagerly,
“Arch hasasked me to—to—" then she
hid her blushing face on my shonlder,
murmuring, “to marry him.’

“*Just as I had expected,” I an-
swered. I made her quaint Quaker
trossean mysell; and tearlessly ki
the weeping bride,

They removed at onea to New York.
from whence the Cranes had come to
Pennsylvanin.

1 had a long, and they said, danger-
ous illness aiter that: but I was tired
out I gness.

Arch sud Hepsie are both dead now,
and Rollin, the boy 1 am educating,
thes knows, is their only child. He
came to me when he wos fourtesn.

Waell, well I have kept thee listening
a long while and, as Ttold thee in the
gigim:.ing. it is not muchof a story after

Did 1 pever learn to love any one
else? No,never! My “Easter love,”
asT always called it—for I lost my
heart at that first mesting—was the
one love of my life.

May They Stop It!

If the conflict going on between his
Majesty of Dahomey and the French
Colonial suthorities in West Africa ends
in the permanent overthrow of the
desspot who holds the lives of all his
subjects at the mercy of his whim, it
will be & gain for civilization. The
horrible sacrifices of human beings ab
the political and religions celebrations,
called “grand customs,” have long been
known, and within the last few years
instances of this savagery have been re-
counted. The superstition of the Daho-
mians, who regard their sovereign as
divine, makes it hopeless to expect an
end of these nuJ. other atrocities
save throngh the application
of some exterior force. France,
which has steadily pushed ils interests
in Upper Senegal and on the Upper
Niger, might do a good work by annex-
ing Dahomey, but it is not certain that
England and Germaoy would counsent.
They wight even, perhaps, prefer lat-
ting the ceremonies of immolation goon
to allowing anybody to annex Dahomey
but themselves, The nomber of vie-
tims sacrificed on peculiarly grave, im-
pressive occasions, such as the ascend-
ing of a pew monsrch to the throne,
may have been sometimes exaggerated
in the accounts, but it is known that
they mount into the hundreds. If
France can reasonably ionterfere with
the performance of one horrible festival
of this sort, which is said to be down
o this year's program for Daho-
mey, she will do a good set.

Dickie limsell.

Thinkers who discuas "identity™ and
“the ago” may nevertheless have no
more conception of the true self than s
certain little girl, whose dog was her
chief delight. One day, Dickie died,
and then his mistress grieved, and
wonld not be comforted.

A few days alter his burial in the
garden, she sat with her mother near
the syringa bush, which shaded hia

“Why, down there under the syrings,”
nidharhmoth'ﬁ; “don't you remember
we put him e, and cove i
with earth " e e

'%ﬂl. bﬁth?:ﬁe himself #*

“We put him in the gron
dear. No one has disturbed 'ﬁfm_'t'hm

“Oh, I know his head snd his ears
snd his paws and his tail snd the rest
of him are there, but what I want to
know is what has becoms of the resl
Dickis ™

It was the self which shone out
throngh Dickie's loving bro eyes
which she so sadly missed. —

RIDING THE GOAT.
The Ferilous Poudltion of a Vesturesome
Woman.
“When I wanted to join the Odd Fel-
i mad snd

was going to join
Ann had epposed it all

¥y
I felt that she wonldn't follow me

“<I think I will," says 1.

“‘He's s tough one,’ says he.

“T ain’t afraid,’ says L

“‘Keep calm,’ says he.

“‘] can do it," says L.

“11l bethere," says he.

«sAll right,’ says I, and with s few
more words passed on up the street and
1 was waiting with my Sonday suit on
for the time to arrive when I should go
up to the lodge-room. While I was
standing there leaning up i the
fence and admiring the sunset, Polly
Ann, with a stern look on her face,
went out the gate. I thought, maybe,
she was going up to the store for some-
thing. I didn't care much whers she
went, for she had been dinging st me
all day sbout goats, secrets and evil-
doers who worked in the dark.

“(Of course I knew wiat she meant;
but says I to myself (I wouldn't have
dared to say it to her), ‘Polly Ann I
have got the best of you for once. Wo-
men are not allowed in Sodom Lodge.'
I stood there for Lalf an hour Iaughing
to myself and then I went up fo the
hall where they hold the meetings. I
went into the anti-room and set down.
Deacon Mount and Mace Allen came up
to me and told me too keep cool and
hang on if the goat kicked.

“Dverhead and near the side of the
anti-room was a sort of a scuttle-hole
and adadder stood on the fioor that
lead up to it. This hole led into the
attic over the lodge-room, Well, while
sitting there waiting for the perform-
ance to commence, ? thought I heard a
noire overhead. It startied me, and
somehow my mind went straight to
Polly Ann. I thonght of what she had
told me. Baysshe: ‘If there's a goat
there, mark my words, Seth Tompkins,
T'll see it; you can’t fool me. I propose
to keep watch over my husband; but

ou ain't my hasband—yon are & fool.

{0 respectable man wonld go again’ the
will of his wife. You just mark my
words, T'll know what you do! Il
know if there is a goat; I'll see if there
is!’

“I would have bet a dollar that Polly
Aun was up there and I shook for a
minute as thongh I had the Michigan
ague. ‘But p'shaw! says I to myself,
Polly Ann ean't be up there. More
likely it's rats.’

“I felt some what relieved, but still I
was unessy. By-and-bye Deacon Monnt
came up again and he noticed that I
looked pale and shook and he cauntioned
me to keap ecool and 1 tried to; bat
shnke as I wonld and did I eouldo't
shake off the impression that Polly Ann
was in that attic.

*The members of the order had all
come, I guess, and had gone into the
lodge-room and were standing around a
kind of center table in the middie of
ihe room, talking and laughing, wait-
ing, I suppose, for the head man to call
them to order. 'The door was open and
I could see them as plain aa eounld be.
I imagined that Polly Ann was crawl-
ing along the joist and latha to the lit-
tle vent hole in the ceiling over the
place whare the men were talking. One
of the men says, *He'll think, (meaning
me, 1 suppose) ‘we've got a goat in here
for sure, if we have good lnck.” Well,
I looked up to that vent hole expecting
to find Polly Ann peering down to see
where the goat was and I did see her,
for just at that moment there was = ter-
rible crash and the plaster and lath fell
all over the men. They jumped ount of

the way and looked up to see what wns | pan

the matter, and there hung Polly Ann
by the arma where she had been canght
by the lath.

“Well,if Polly Ann didn't see the goat
the members of Sodum Lodge did. She
howled and yelled murder and every-
thing else. 1f there ever was a morti-
fied man I was one. The brethren
laughed and shouted until they were
hoarse. Polly Aun still hung there be-

tween the ceiling and the carpet yelling |

all the time. Finally Descon Mount
and Mace Allen went up and pulled her

out. They got her down the ladder and |

took her inside the lodge-room.

“I felt as though eremation wonld be
cold compared to what I would get
when I got home. No fair-minded man
will blame me for being weak-kneed
then. There was no use of trring. I
couldn't get the best of Polly Ann. and
1 wilted right then and there. When I
came to she was standiog over me.

“‘Seth Tomkins," says she.

'"Iu. m’m,’ Says £

“‘Come with me! says she,

“Yes, ma'sm,’ sayn L.

“You brutes!" smid she, tarning to
the members of the lodge, who were
standing near, ‘Tl vurish you for this,’
pointing to me. ‘I'll let you know that
you must respect a woman when she is
in distress, sud not Iangh at her. You
are no gentlemen. March!' and I went
down stairs with Polly Aan. When I
joined the Odd Fellows, many years
m. it was with fear and trembling,

Amazed.
The natives of tropical countries are
seldom so much astonished as m‘ aré
when first introduced to snow ice.

The congealing of water is a phonon:

Ve E

B
3

;

2
£
F»

g
-3
o

|
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le closely ressmbled a
of snow.

Seven Dsys on Fire.

with a great
and the
gentle

captain and crew passed, s few months
ago, in & burming steamship! The
steamer Hawkhnrst suiled from London
on the sixth ¢f March, bound for Rio
Rio Janeiro. When she wns seventesn
days out dense volumes of smoke began
to issus from the ventilators on ome of
the holds.

The ventilators were at once hlocked,
and holes were bored in the deck, into
which water and steam were poured.
But the fire was under great headway,
and all efforts o extinguish it proved
unavailing. Above it was an iron “be-
tween-deck,” and above this were
stowed 700 barrels of oil, tow, tallow,
and other highly inflammable materials,

For four days, tha eavtain says, the
decks were red hot, Hisfirst thought
was to put back to the Island of St
Vincent—about 500 miles distant—but
8 strong head-wind made such a course
improdent. He knew, besides, that he
should find no facilities there for put-
ting out the fire.

He determined, nceordingly, to steam
on to Rio, a distance of twenty-three
hundied miles. He might have put ia
at Pernambueo on the way, but he was
resolved, if possible, to save the ship
and cargo. At Pernambuco he would
have had to fill the hold with water, to
acoomplish which it would have been
necessary to run the ship sround, at
the risk of a total loss,

At the end of the third day the star-
board bunkers took fire, but the crew
put the flames outin twenty-fonr hours,

On the following day, the port bunk-
ers began to burn, and this fire it was
found impossible to extingnish till af-
ter the ship arrived in port. For
seven days the burning steamer sailed
on. Then shesteamed into the harbor
of Rio, where the anthorities immedi-
ately set the fire brigade at work, and
in two days the fire was subdued.

In recognition of the eaptain’s heroic
conduct the Emperor, Dom Pedro IL,
conferred upen him o medal, accom-
panying the gift by the following let-
ter:

“Thomas Robertson, I, tho constitu-
tional Emperor and perpetusl defender
of Brazil, sends you greeting, in recog-
nition of & sense of duty not commeon to
all men. The heroism and intelligence
which you displayed as commander of
the British steamer Hawkhurst, of the
Antwerp, London and Drazil line of
packets, have succeeded in bringing
her safely to the port of this capital,
where you arrived on April 8d, the ship
on fire March 27th.

“At that time yon were at s distance
of 2,300 miles from Rio de Janeiro. By
this act you, at the risk of your own
life, saved the lives of all on board,
and wishing to give you proof of my
imperial approbstion for such distin-
guished service, I hereby grant you
the medal of the first-class, as awarded
by article first of the minutes of the
decree, No, 1,579, March 14, 1855."

To Try Men's Souls.

Mrs, James Fuasbudge(about to leave
home for a week, and saying good-bye
to James at railroad depot)—Let me
see, only three minutes until train time,
I was 80 afraid we'd be left. Now, let
me see, bave I told you about every
thing? You'll not forget to elose the
try window every night?

Mr. James Fussbudge (soxions for
train to arrive)—Yes, dear.

“And put it up every day 2"

“Yes, dear.”

“And don'l forget about watering my
plants,”

“No, I won't."

“And you'll lock after Dicky and
cover his cage on cold nights ?"

“Oh, yes; of eourse. There's the

Good-bye, dear—remember abont
locking the basement door at might.
Don't trust it to Bridget.”

“No—good-hye."

“Good-bye, dear; write every day,
and—oh, don't forget to turn off the
water at night if it shonld turn real
cold.”

“No, no; I'll not forget. Good-bye.”

“Good-hye. You know you forgot it
one cold night last winter -bye,
dear—and the plumber's bill—good-
bye—wus so big, and—good-bye.”

“Good-bye, Mary."”

“(Good-bye, dear; remember &r—"

Y s, ¥ es.”

“About the—good-bye.”

*Good-bye.”

“James” (throngh the window), “re-
member about—"

-YM ’,&!

“About the —oh—er—g-0-0-d-b-y-e,
d-e-a-r!”

Frantic fluttering of handkerchiefs
and bobbing of heads, and final shriek
an of T., who says:

“Re¢-mem-ber — go-o—d-by—e!"—
Detroit Free Press.

An 0ld Man’s Selitary Life,

An old man named Peter Lechner
lives, year in and year out, in »
tower on the top of the Sonnblick
Mountain io the Anstrian Alps—the

Hirr rarz—a mulstto,
Trx undertaker's favorite exercise is
boxing.

yofr'mhm S

Evex the homeless man ‘may have a
title to mansions in the skies,

A cousTRY a:m:: -dntthh-' that “he

s ~
and 40 1 1ot i slovm . ~The deining ™
s0 I lot it alone,” *] 2 af
*No, the working.”

NEw Yorx ball-players prefer their
sunt to any othsr relative—their pen-
nant, we mean, of course,

ARDENT Suitor—Do you love me,dar-
ling? Modern wirl—I don't kmow.
How much are you worth ?

WHAT nonsense it is to saj thataman
is ;)i:;iined ':db; ba!d!” When a man
is i itis quits against his
e
Fmst Renter—I understand big flais
don't pay in New York City? Second
Renter (confidently)—You're off there,
my bov. It's the biggest flats who do
PAY.

Miss CanLEr—I called on purpose to
see your dear little baby, Tk it a
or a girl? Mrs. Four Hundred—Why,
it is a—a—really, I shall have to ask
the nurse.

ScrisnLer—The man who calls a
Dballet dancer’s costume & dress has the
imsgination of a poet. Bibbler—Why
so? “He gives to airy nothing a local
habitation and a name.”

A Werr-Derivep Hiont. — Ethel—
George, mother was looking when &cn
kissed me last niﬁvg\t. George—How
did she take it? “Well, she said she
folt satisfied now that you mean busi-
ness,”

Yousae Medical Student (tohis sweet
heart}—Do you know, Julis, that the
human heart is equal to the lifting of
120 pounds every twenty-four hours?
Julis (demurely)—Well, that's just my
weight.

Passenger—Where is the porter?
Condnctor—He's a little busy jnst now.
*Do you su I can get him to brush
up my shoes a little?” *No, sir; he re-
serves this hour every day for cuiiing
off the conpons on his government
honda.”

Junae—What's the charge, officer?
Officer—Petty larceny, your Honor,
Prisoner (interrapting)—1I beg you par-
don, judge —the charge is impersonst-
ing an officer. Judge—How do yon
make that out? Prisoner—I took a
handful of pesnuts and an orange from
a poor woman's stand without paying
for them.

JomNsNT—You ain't as big as my ps,
Mister Brown. Mr. DBrown—Yes,
Johnny; I am much taller and Iarger in
evaery way than your father. Johony—
Well, sister snid yon wasn't. Sister—
Why, Johnny, what an idea! I never
said anything of the kind. Johnny—
Yeg you did, too. Yon said last night
that Mister Brown was balow par.

“Have the groceries come in yef,
{ John? It is only five minutes befors
| dinper and the pantry’s empty!™ “No,

ma'am, but they're on the way—the
self-raising flour, the three-gquariers
cooked oatmesl, the canned vegetables,
Jimpeon's XXX ready prepared eoffee,
Erin's patent mashed potatoas, the
twenty-second tea, the self-eating Lim-
burger, and all.”
A WEIRD TALE.
A feilow who swallowed a dmchm
Of poinon grew cold an & clachng,
Aml whion samebody sald

=1 dom's believe hie i doad,*
The corpse quickly sbouted, *T sehm1®
And rince then thay say that kis ghost
Each night walka his bed phout,
And 1y soares all the folks
Who arn't used to such jolks,
Clear ont of their sensos almbost,
hacago Herald.

Bright Schoolgirls.

If there is such s thing in existence
in a school-teacher’s note-book, eon-
taining the unintentionally funny saj-
ings of children, the melancholy man
would do well to borrow it for the solace
of his duller hours, The remark of a
little girl, that “the earth is round like
sn apple, and the North Pole sticks out
of the top sad makes the stem,” shounld
donbtless be included among its gems,
together with the following anecdote,
told by an old school-teacher, in the
San Franciseo Eraminer:

When I was & conntry pedagogue in
the State of Maina, I was one day hear
ing my class in speiling, and gave out
the word “ounticle” to a big, red-haired
girl. BSlowly she drawled ont:

“Ca, ca, t-4, ti, cuti, e-l-e, cu-fick-le.”

I corrected her pronnomeistion, and
asked her to define the word. She
looked &bout blankly, as if io search of
something to spur her memcry, snd,
after & moment or two of silenca, I said -

“Why, what is it that covers your
hands and face?"

8he looked quickly at each hand, acd
her face brigh!ened.

“Oh, yes,” she replied, "freckles!”

Human Love,

No one who has looked into life with
honest eyes ean have failed to diseover
that it derives untold values from the
love which welecomes its dawn, attends
its growth, and advances step by step
and soothes and cheers its old age.

inspires!
hope and patisuts and effort sod vie-
tory. In young hesrts it is o iransform-




